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ad se Oared at
her in gnefata. Pa-

SIrila saw the dark blood
Auher of aMqfsvPr The NewSt 09

V~m~usaueriehegeestes,
essh to Daa's faea. For a wo-
mept there wa' no sound in the
tom but the ebery Cikle f
the Are. Vhen the man standing
by the mantel laid his arm across
it ad daupped his face on his arm.

"ftto t'a' It!" he said bittefty.

SAN 111sAKAmeD.
v7T" she repeated in sharp sur-

jsis. "No. it's Helena. It's his-
the woman we thought was his
sister!"
Again Dan stared at h'er blankly.

but the mother's vole broke the
allenes.
"My God! Tbis.will kill Pansy,

Dan.. she said, her lip trembling.
And suddenly Bring, she added: -

"What kind of a map i he, any-
way, to hurt a little. girl that way?
What right hs he--"
"He may have.told her," Patricia

suggested.
But Dan shook his head. "She'd

drop him like a hot brick!" he as-
sorted. And with a darkening
scowl he went on* "Well, this ends
It. She musn't see' him again!"
N.e had gone to seat Pkimself on an
atm of his mother's chair. and had,
his arm about her shoulder: she
was trembling and pale. "ri' have
to get'hold if her. that's the first
thing," he deelded. glancing at his
watch, when Patricia had hurriedly
repeated her whole talk with
Helena. -"We'll have to out the
house party, I'n afraid."

"Call my cousin, 'Harry Byge,'Patrtete directed. "and explain tnat
you are taking Beatrice with you to
thd Mountainhead cabin. 7pen
we'll go' get her at the Ingersells.
and she won't see Sidney fonight."
Dan had reached for the tel Iphone while she spoke. A momt

later he put it ddwn. and fear as
well as bewildermobt was In lb
their faces now. One of the lbyee
servants had answered it with the
Information that Marse marry and
Miss Emily had left yesterday to
sped New Tear's Day with his sis-
ter in Denver.
"Then shell be back here. Danny!

She doesn't know it!" said Beatrice's
mother agitatedly.

UY!o CON WTERNATION.
fy lod. I don't unaerstand

this!, he sail, turning to Patricia.
Before 'she could speak, Peacock

0 eame In with a messae. Mine
Beatrice had telephoned from Mrs.
Ingersoll's, Mrs. Palmer, to my she
was going home with Miss Chensy
and would telephone -in the morn-

tag. Miss Beatrice had been play-
ing bridge and was in too much of
a hurry to Itave her mother called
to the telephoea.
There wus the silenee of utter

consternation in the room when the'
man was gone again. Then Mrs.
Palmer began to cry. Dan and
Patricia. both an their feet, spoke
together.

"here's something up They're
going away togother!"

sister leaveg at two. Pe-

4, eporre going with her!"
Patricia added as a rapid at\
thought. f

"She weldii't do that. Denny!
Pansy Isn't like that." faltered his
mother. eatching at his sleeve.
"Teu go now to the Ingersolls.
Dan. Bring her home. Tell her
mamma's III: God knows Its true!"

"Yes, gut hr. Patricia added do-
oidedly. Sl&e thing is to get her
bee and tell her the whole story.
DeOWt fuighen her. Dan. and don't
a r. Just bring her bema"
SIM ne waq ned, ho was gone.

S'er esuM hear the deep drwnming
=* m3 gan==.
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~strios, Backs Himai
t e.wsh. .01,.a~~~ "asidiche trn
came. in, ad Patricia ooaxed to
eat. And while she ate th two
lamented. discussed, and anoysed
this ansfing agair with that
eeret, etrange sai~ta mt
wome toolk even In Cal ty. U,
important episodes of the past were.
full .of -now sraifanee -now, and
half-forgotten words were solemnly
recalled. Patricia found herself
rather relibbing the position of be-
loved and needed oldest daughter.

Presently she tel9phoned Mrm,
Throckmorton that she and the
Palmers were to sayegood-by to
Miss Hutohinsoos at 2. but would'
follow the other to Mountajahead
ib'tbe car.
Dan telephoned: instantly both

worsen were lit alept. Beatrice was
not at the Ingersolls', had not been
there at 4A. Briefly. harshly. he
demanded the hour at which Miss
Hutchinson was * to leave for Chi-
cago. At 2. the girl told him. He
ha4 forty minutes in which to catch
them.
FAITH IN DAN.
"Dan will stop them!" Pitricia

said, when, with & shaking hand,
she had hung the receiver in its
place. Beth women were pale and
frightened now.
"She wotidn't go away'4ith him.

deary! She isn't that sqrt!" Mrs.
Palmer kept reptkting. But the
hard old hands were knotted to-
gether in agony as she -spoke.
"He's terribly fastinating," she said
once, simply, "and Pansy ain't but
eighteen!"
Two o'clock struck. The traiq

was gone now, for good or ill. Th~w
women looked fearfully at each
other.
At a quarter past two Dan came

in. His face was ghastly. "Mim
Hutchinson and the Rosses were op
that train." he said. dr ping Into
a chair. "My sister's omewere-
with bim-now!"

"Oh, no, Danny! Oh, no, dear.'Ithe spother cried out in anguish.
"My baby! He wouldd't take her.
as innocent as a baby, when he
couldn't make her his wife!"
Over P tricia's pussled fnee a

sudden 11bt had broken. She had
matched the telephone. That'i
where they are!" she maid eagerly,
a minute later, putting the instru-
ment aside. "Fool that I am to
have forgotten! They've taken the
one-thirty train for Pemberten.
They've gone up. to Harry's shoot-
ing box."
And clinging to Dan's. arm, and

fring him instantly with her own
excitement, she told him all that
she knew. "Ticky Ralston saw
them buying tickets this morning'
/They took the train at half-past
one, and are due there at half-past
three! Dan, if we sfollow them in
the car, we can catch them?"

NOT ON THE TRA1L,
"You' bet your life we can catch

them!" he said, snatching up his
coat again.
"Dan!" his mother said, rising to

her full height, a magninoent *pro-

Is Marriag
DO WOMEN MEASURE UP?

To Uxperience:
Your letter was all bitterness.

You married young. I fancy, with
golden girlhood &reams of an ideal
man-dreams that no mere man
could fulfill and if he could no
woman would equal. We all dream
dreams like that. Some of us ac-
quire a .lite common sense as we

groy older and learn a little more
of [ife. -Bome of us who cannot
face oefeat grove bitter. I fancy
you did that, and you let that
atmosphere of bitter disappointa
ment settle upon. your home. I
shouldn't wonder if you didn'6 nat
more or lss.
Why didn't you live the Ieal

life yourself and gradually, little
by little, your husband would
have yielde to your influenee nd
lived up to what you expected of
him. That is just what he is do-
lng now--eubstftuting "down" for

"u?'That is what they all do,
I do Srmly believe. Then is it not
to a '~et degree our own fault?

I have been disappointed some-
times, but I sen like Emerson in
that I can hold fast to my ideals
even 'though the things I idealise
fade away and are false. I shall
marry some day, I hope, and with
ideals that I shall have to strive
with all my might to realise, I
knem, 'We canot expect them i.
be clothed miraculesly while we
sit by compeaet. It I .faD I
shan teke my shar'e of blame, I
hee. A aman Is not bad beesnes
he does not measure up to our
ideals. What abopt the man's point
ef view? Do we measure up?

UMURSON'S DISCIPKE,

TOi£INEREST RUADR:
After all it is a good thing that

maie of as can love a man who has
sown wild eate--and ehap Is stil
swing them, as there a se inany
more of that kind at men thee real
clean emes.

In tact they make the best bus-
baads-beosuse they hia.. met wits
many differen~t types of women,

eonsequently d*derstand them bet-

Clamee Bedingten Kefland,
whose new boik, "Seattergeed
Baince," has just b~ea pat out by
the Harpere, says .that it was in a
hard Sthool that -he' aeguised ike
insistate knowledge ot New 3am.
1land shsednesdr that eabled him
to write this story of a Yankee
'David Harum" who finds that the
best wat to maki money is to "lot
smate folks 'n~yube make it
for yeu.". Mr. Eelsdad is interected
in a New Uagad eempaay whieb
mnanetaeterem weodee etele.-a
businoe which 'requires thatth
tacteries be set up in hash esnsye
4illages near to the foeest ram
w-hich they draw theit supy of
wood. The erecter el "fctter.
good" speaks with the idmpost re-
spect, not to say sorrow, ot the
native businaes e the te..
habitante which the s ofa ens

The :Warhi
shot t

teo in her voie. "wes ain't takieg
it for ganted t your sister has
rn t to the wood with Sidney
Matohdoisnte Shame on T .She's
just -ome somewberse ftr iash,
and -obs'll be in any uas,now."
The mas paused. Bu Patrio's

asnious fas Oid met brighten..
"Dad he see his sister 0f9" she
had qly.' D4aso whole look
koed .' shook has

hed. "An.'Blearie set taat
message' to Peacock;" patricia a-
pind thes.'MOto ent 'kaew Pans!" Mrs.
rasesae breathing hard.

"Bat I know she loves him." the
gvIrf veI.pleaded. "People area't
daOS wheh they are In loveI"

,or oman began to tro ,

lite again and sat down weakly. "I

oesshe does!I" she waispered.
ro r face.

"Don't worry." Patricia saId, with
a-maughterly arm about the bowed
shoulders. "WaNI be there almost
as soon as( the train! We'll bring
her back."
She glanced up tp see Dan watch-

lag her. And at his look some-
thing almost unbearably sweet
flooded her heart with joy. But It
was to his mother he spoke.

"She's perfectly' right,' mother.
We can get there almost as soon
as they do!"

Mrs. Palmer had risen to her
feet; now she stayed him with a
shaking hand on his arm. "Tm.
going with ye, dear. RMsy msay
have lost her head over thiS fel-
low: she's &Il a title girl, and
she's. Aevir boon In love before!
But she'll do what mamma tells her
to; she'll come back for mel Don't
try to stop me, Dann, for I've got
to come, too!

Fifteen minutes later they were
on their way, with seVenty miles
to cover in le than an hour. Mrs.
Palmer and Patricia. furred to the
ear, smiled in spite of themselves
as the car flew over the silent
roads. Once clear of the city.
there was .nothing to Interrupt the
steady, resonant hum of the engile;
at 3 o'clock they were In the.woods,
mounting up and toward the sum-
mit of the range. Patricia man-
aged the flapping guide-book.
"Curve right about watering-

trough in fort,'" she would com-
mand.
"There it Is!" the spectacle and

capped visJon that was Dan would
mutter. "Tes?"
"Well. then come abopt two miles

on good dirt road. I to Grant's
Hill."_ Patricia would proceed.
"Dan, we have only tilevO-nine
-five-only two mo miles!"

It was Just 4 o'elck when the
car was stopped with a grating
scrape at the l)ttle wooden station
at Pemberton. It was sot in a orude
clearing surrounded by pines and
especially desolatepow in the first
timid fall of #nowfLakes. Dan
leaped from the car.
An agent appeared from the small

office. The one-thirty from Deer-
bridgebed not yet arrived: she was
late, he inforened them, Miracle of
miracles, they were in time!
Copyright. Iernatoebal Magasde O.

To 3e cenfinues Tamesuder.

a Success?
ter. know the value of a real one
and appreciate her. -

You will find that such a man
will give the things a woman holds
%much higher than' anything with
intrinsic value, suh as kind words,
compliments, *ommendation, more
readily than a man who hoa led a
grictly oeen, moral Ife. As a rule
the latter are reticent in those
things dew to the heart of a wom-
anly womga: and are often the kind
who "Wait to eatee It on afetsno"

Yes, asen always want their wtfee
to be aln that Is good. Nature has
arransed that -women may not enjoy
the "a license as Moen, -so why
blame pdor man? There will be a
double moral standard as long as
the old globe turns over.

it is to bad to be inclined to doubt
everyone "a mnt, as that must
make oneseet nnhappy When one
realy loes a msan. It Is not only

frgood gealities but In spite
ot h~sad ebarnetaristies. Another
man might be mnialy everythtag
,me could wis. yet. yes could nev-
er love- him. So yea see, it's not
so much what -a man Is, as what
'some loving womsan thinks he is-
that makes the differesos.

Maryland

leatpes From the 3mel
woo Cook

roi them'~..7-ed -s em
is pear sero bee.J
S eupo suager.
1 cup butter.
U eggs.
% cup milk.
4 cups .flour.
* teaspoonfulS baking powder.
1 teaspoonful vanilla.
Balt. Nutmeg..
Rtoll the dough for the cookies

very thin. Uut with a round cut-
ter. Have two pieces of eokie
dough to each cokie, one for the
top and one for the bottom. Plae
a spoonful of Oe mistere en the
bottom pines, sorer with the top
ple and press the edges teothea.

3 cus ehopped raisins.
1 cup water. a
1 cup stigar,
2 tablespoonfuls flour.
Flavor with demnon juice.
Cook unftl thiek, then esel.

..4an Gagr Geithes,

1 es, bso luen
1 egu,
Butter. she et se egg.

1 teasponful iassae.
1 nutmeg grated.
3 espe Sour,
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Willard knaemr bu tte h
a tell his.
A"vares t ou as?"roadhouse ad nt

her lnte taking a drink with him. WII.
lYrd finally bat Alvas Is pInternal e A"e p time lte-

WTne talke.a fw andnvteis e-

temares wentb9o te bidin an
with aked in e v ard .
tells m114L that Alversa rainled hipatmfIE on takeoWith Introdnee. 10ugs. Tfiger %96 wU-Id and the- ihetes jol thei youeont to mt. Ywa*lsbore a"do=

knt beore I had fisbed, p e bad
hold put his hand did woo ese ,
How are you. Alvar o?"
"1-i beg your pardona" Isid
e-I didn't know, you aod Mr.
Alvares had nwm

"aes. Indod." Alvares anfwered.
"We' e old friends. kn. hiorHaunders?" be smiled up at WW-
1.d.

We talhed ra few minutes before.
Alvaren weat lIto the building and
we walked on over toward the Do-
Prtmeset of Interor.
"Why didn't YOU thI Me YOU

know Alvares?'" I asked. porbapp
bit IrrJtatadly. I didn't feel that
Willardbadbhn just square In not

telling me. "And why did you ask
me wto Introduce yout you al-
ready knew him?w
TUXAM IMG53 BUNT T: NNW TOMK.

hr didn't already kne ime h.Wil-
lard Wnwrd. Afd iMt him aftjr I
told you 7 wanted to knoew him-

nogh another si e. ase werd
we-wo've sen each other severe
times."

I JudAed that that 'eter source
meant Juaita. But I didt put the
thought into words. I w" too anx-

ilous to er what Willard had to
tell me about tepzas Tigern to
argue with him-eoven about Juioa,

And somehow I was beginning to
lose al fooling of jealousy about
her. "It didn't sem quite reason-
able thit three men ould be easy
about her-Alvares. " Tiger'
and Willard. Ahd It suited min jus
as ei to believe tat the three

Wile was the ae w fraYdid
not ere. Be'deB. I had fes word
for It'"

"And' what about Yaia.U0er?lt
asked as soon as we were msted at
the table. 'I'm dying It know.'

'In a way. irs a pretty ad story.*
Willard anasred. For a tow asm-
utee he seemed to be ponidering.
Thon he coninue&, 'ft. suriou"
Isn't it. xfdy how & woman se
ma~ke a feel out of a mma?"
Me1fanlng whom?" I asked. In- is

tone which Indicated that I consid-
ered myself involved.

'Not meaning you. Bay." be mid.
Jokingly. "Although I don't mini
admitting that thee",, been tio.
when you've mde all kinds, of a
feel out of mao. *But I referred PP

TMMIW(

rry(

-YEs, INDEED, WE' OLD
tIeUlarly to "reas Tige end to-
Juanita."

Where is h. now?" I asked.
"Tonight he's In New York."

Willard answered. "I sent him up
there-be thinks on a mibsion zon-
neated with the case we'rp work-
ing on-but I really sent nim to
get him out of the way for a few
days until I need him."

You expect to need him?" I
asked.-
"Perhaps." Willard ansyered Ia-

souleally. "But I was to tell you."
he said, "about "Tex" Tigs and
Juanita."

STORT OW INIZAN TE3.
Then he launched into his story.

Except for the characters it wasn't
a now story. It was ratner an

old eaa.
ruaaTiger" bad been happy on

a $oh In Texas. He had never
looked ervertously on any woman
in his life. He loved his cattle.
and be had thought all of the
love In his nature nad been given
to them-and to his life in the
wilderness.
Then he met Juanita. He met

her typically In a danee hall in a
typical little Texas ranch toau.

t. he eeatssd omawsw.
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$100 $100

$100' $100
Thu serial story has no name.
Th Waahlnxtoa Ti.nu. wIl.

pay $100 in gold to the posse
who submits the best title.
Read stohe d r y day

The Washinaton Tim. an
wen the- last installasst has
bee prited, sand in your sug-
gestions for titles.
The title must consist of

three words or less.
wweteNm or

Winnie Davis Freeman
CMYSIA by sTi WA.tate. TIM.
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0,aeth. luble that Thai. ever had
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Sie ofWeter..
A man wil.put asee fee tm

"nta a ltte than he ever knew
.weo Ia in. ea. Writing lotte

me W seveps0ender - mat.
-* wpe.ise MMU

nie insewoes.aPd ler ipgelsa-
. ginlt ler well withee,

TM& - 0V= room
WheeWr I sat &ase to writs a 0-

ter I stafed #A so. full 09 laeant
that they hanited one for weeks at
terward. And I never yet' opped
a, letter Into the mail bex
dis't toantly wik I esuM t
out again and teatr it up. Tear your-
letrs up before you drop them In
and you will be happy and emeoes.-
jul a04 WIi sleep o nights.

i .-a -u expreso your ophIusa

.
Prize Cake,

Recipes.
Wahingn's s&t S
Mitted in Times Cake
Contest-Clip Thep.

1 teaspoonful butter, melted.
1' eup sugar.
1 teapsoonful vanilla.
, Imp milk.
1%'VEp flour.
% ap milk.
3 yolks egg.
2 punoes chosolate.
1 teaspoonful sods dissolved in

I teaspoonful of water.
To the melted butter add the

sugar. 'MIX theroughly. Aternately
add the flour and milk. Beat. Add
the vanilla after this is done.
Grate the obosislate and add It

to the milk - and beaten yolk of
egg. Put on the stove in a double
toller and let cook until thick.
Wien think and the Aret part of
the reee in thereughly aied.
add this to it.
Add the soda dissolved in sold

water to the mixture: Beat well,
and put in greased, floured cake
pans to cook 'to a hot oven for
about fifteen mieutes.

BOILED ICiNG.
S1 ee cugar. I
% cp boiling water.
3 whites of e.
% Vaspoonful vanilla.
Put the sugar and water in a

smooth sauce pan. Let. boil until
wien dropped from a fork it Is a
ne thread. Do not stir or beat

while eeoking. Beat the white of
an eg and add the mixture to It.
pouring very slowly, beating all
the time. Add the vanilla and beet
the mixture until thick enough to
spread over the eake.-Miss Urma
R. Myers.

A Nationai
Every dayi
wheat day.
ple do not
wheat-ti
health an<
But be sure
whole whc

Shte
Whe
is 100 per cent
digestible by
shredding and
builder of mnuhci
Eaten with mill
puts you "on y
day's work.*

Delicious for az
ries or. other
cnts minus a

oute.Ta adiheritage I ooud possibly leVe F."
And the old sma, whse l1fo

been full bf troublo, 4set03Y
away, and the dtees er
grandsoens mmediastely ggteg 4pt
and began weitig letters.
The letter-writing b"Mt 1ee te

beeh ad drug habits h oledff
the ' beards, and therse t a.
habitual letter writer in the wee
who doest pet his feet in It at
loat three tees a Week.

. QMn8 8E8RIF. 1

If be is writing a love etter1 '

gets sloppy and makes ,a mobk4
ef bmself; if he v *urting for a
poie. be ete I iNe bad 016
jag and grqinar: if he Is writing
to a friesd be abeet blms
unda f hetos rgto an ouamy
he says something slanderous e-
libelous; If he Is writing -te a news-
poor he makes sea. mistake .
dates ior ogur*e which ealls fo
twenty replies from others who
know more about the subject thai
he does.; if he Is wrItlag* the gCe
oempay about the meter be IV
writing about something of whisk
he is densely Ignorant; if he Is
wrijing to his Cogressmaa be
*Pea the Chagressmanas ame
wrong.

It mr./ take hours to get a tele-
phone connection. but it Is bette
to wait than to write.

Adyice to-.
Lovelorn j
By Beatrice Fairfa.
SAVENG A* TPE 1S.

DEAR M8 .FAIR :
For three years I have been ge.

ing out with 0. young lady eight
moaths my senior. We love each
other very much. but abbot three
months ago her Mether wanted as
accounting of the money I was
earning. Atter explaining to her
that I was not saving, dhe forbade
her daughter to se me again.
She bis tried every possiblae wa

to coavince her umotler that I am
doing my best, as I am In *uslnme
for myself for the last two noths"
but she will not listen.

PU3ZL3,
Naturally a meter feels eeoo.,.

as to her daughteIL future. Even
If you saved only a olar or two
a week. the fact that you were
far-sighted and eghtious enough to
save would reassure the mother.
But if you spend all you make.
what happens when a rainy day
bomes? Can't you have a straight-
forward talk with the mother &"convince her that, yu have enough
prudence and common sense to
look after her daughter's future?

German Posh
Potash in Germany eeurs in the

form of a rock salt and runs In
seams of thirty feet or more in
thickness. A* mined it has about
the same consistency as the or-
mon rock salt of commerce, and
Its grinding Is easy.- The depths
at which the true potash deposit&
are situated make It necessary to
sink shafts leading to levels of as
much as 1.000 feet below the
surface.

Wheat Day'
aa national
MQst peo-

eat enough
mefoodof

I strength.
you eat the

at.dded
at.
!hole wheat md
steam-cooking,
baking. It is a

,, brain and bone.

for breakfast
sur toes" for M

er meal with ber-

ruts. Two ble---orhn meal


